A Profile in the Window Pane

world holds them. For her, the goatfoot waterfalls leap from
rock to rock; the reflections in the water of cupolas and gables are
the lake, itself, become a Georgian stables; the shadows are man-
teaux espagnoles over the long and the light summer land. Her
ghost is a personal spectre: but why should I not speak to her?
This is my master from whom I learned and there can never be
her like again. But look into her features and see their tragic
bones, her Dantesque profile in the mirror pane. We wrote in
communion with one another and mine will always be the free-
dom of her world.

But we must open and be less melancholy! For this is the world
as it has been, and as it might have been. Let us go quickly to
where we breathe its air. Once more we may find that tall thin
young woman, lying, this time, under a fruit-tree that is in blossom
and reading a book of poetry in the long, lush grass. Or sitting,
it may be, in the garden of a London square. The pear tree is in
flower and the long grass waves above the page. How lovely to
be young and to feel poetry running in your veins! It will be
Swinburne or William Morris that she reads: August, or In the
Orchard, from Poems and Ballads; Anactoria; Golden Wings, or
The Blue Closet. Such are poems of pear or apple blossom to be
read in the springtime of one's life. But, as well, the Fleurs du
Mai darken this paradise, as though with lines of rain. It is poetry
of the blood's decline. And her own images begin to form. Meta-
phors of a bony personality, of hard dry brilliance, nothing soft
nor milky, of dogskin leaves and furry buds, of landscapes and
persons that have never been before. And then, Ah! then, my
world begins to grow. This wood leads on into infinity. I wander
in the orange grove and feel the red gold globes. I hear a barrel
organ, and know they dance to it. Then, Actaeon, stag antlered,
comes out through the trees; we hear the horn of Orion: Krishna
dances with the milkmaids: Midas and his men pick cherries,
standing on long ladders: Cupid and Campaspe play their game
of cards for kisses. Fantasies of the hot South come like tunes
from the mind that made them. For, now, it is another world.
And we must have the whole earth before it sinks, or burns.